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A power cruiser handles hardest with the sea on her quarter, giving her a tendency to broach to 
Handling the Power Boat at Sea 
By JOHN T. RO W LAND 
A AN increasing number of persons each year go afloat for health and recreation, it follows quite naturally that the proportion of inexperienced 
boatmen waxes larger. Now a boat of any sort, from 
skiff to ocean liner, requires the knowledge of a certain 
technique for its safe conduct. In crowded waterways 
there is peril not only to the beginner and his innocent 
guests, but to other craft as well. As in other fields, the 
happy combination of skill, knowledge and judgment 
which enter into the successful operation of a power-
driven craft is acquired through a long apprenticeship 
of intelligently directed effort. 
In a previous article published in YACHTING, we dis-
cussed the fundamentals of piloting. This had to do with 
the problem of finding one's way safely from place to 
place, under normal conditions; it did not deal with 
stress of weather or the behavior of power craft at sea. 
Indeed, when that article was written there were several 
different types of power boats in common use whose 
actions varied so greatly that no common rule could be 
laid down for their handling under conditions of stress. 
Since then the subject has been simplified by the ac-
ceptance of a fairly standardized type, both as to hulf 
form and power, as the typical power cruiser. All design 
is a compromise, and it would be a mistake to say that 
this type is ideal. It does, however, embody the qualities 
which experience has proved to be those most desired. 
We must, therefore, build our doctrine of seamanship 
around this boat, rather than try to change an estab-
lished type to suit a theory. And it is a pretty good sort 
of boat, at that, if one takes the trouble to study its 
characteristics. 
This standard, or, let us say normal type, consists of a 
rather broad, shallow hull united with a motor of con-
siderable power. All things are relative, and while the 
engine of 60 horsepower or so, turning up perhaps 1600 
revolutions per minute, which builders now put in a 
35-foot hull, would have been considered a racing job 
not many years ago, it is classified as "medium duty" 
today. The high speed runabout engines turn up half 
again as much and the ratio of power to displacement, 
or weight of hull, is much greater. Now, it is a curious 
and interesting fact that, as the marine gas engine has 
been approximating more and more closely the automo-
bile motor, the hull form to which it is wedded has di-
verged further and further from the long, narrow, 
snaky type that we regarded as epitomizing speed some 
twenty years ago. Boats have grown fatter and squat-
tier to meet the demand for improved accommodations, 
and at first glance it would seem that we were hitching a 
race horse to a plow. It is only when we come to study 
the lines of the modern cruiser that we discover her 
capacity for speed, though at the expenditure of a con-
siderable amount of power. I am speaking now of boats 
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The "Ramah" moored in Ryan's Bay within siBht of an Eskimo camp 
A Northern Labrador Cruise 
Part Ill-The 11 Ramah " Retraces Her North-Bound T rack 
By DR. ALEXANDER FORBES 
OUR stay in Ekortiarsuk was enjoyable. The weather continued fine, although for two days the wind blew hard from the west, reaching gale 
force at times. Perhaps the greatest blessing was free-
dom from mosquitoes, which are the curse of fine 
weather farther south. Miller, Madden, Morris, Ken-
nard and Grenfell all worked hard on the survey, and by 
August 14th had completed a triangulation tied to that 
in the south by angles taken on mountains and head-
lands common to both. The tide was recorded with an 
improvised gauge consisting of a harpoon driven into 
the mud. In Seaplane Cove the rise and fall amounts to 
five feet; at Ekortiarsuk, 40 miles farther north, it is 
eight feet. The difference is due to the greater proximity 
to Ungava Bay, whose tides are almost in the class with 
those of Fundy. Our anchorage in this northern retreat 
was unsurpassed. The shelter from all winds is perfect; 
the holding ground is good, for we rode out a heavy gale 
to a single anchor without dragging a yard; and the 
view in all directions is one of rare charm, with gentle 
slopes of grassy land varied by precipitous and spec-
tacular peaks. Rings of stones, marking the site of 
Eskimo camps, were found on the shore, but no other 
signs of human life. 
The afternoon of August 14th stands out as a bright 
spot among the memories of the cruise. The triangula-
tion was completed, with points ranging from the But-
ton Islands, in the north, to Mt. Razorback, in the 
south. The myth of 7000-foot peaks was exploded, for 
the highest proved to be about 5000. The gale had blown 
itself out, leaving a gentle breeze from the south, and a 
cloudless, blue sky put the finishing touch on the picture 
of peaceful contentment. And so, well satisfied, we 
weighed anchor at 4:40 P.M., started out of the fiord, 
homeward-bound, and anchored for the night in a cove, 
sheltered by islands, just east of the mouth of Ekorti-
arsuk. 
Next morning we made an early start on our home-
ward voyage over a calm sea. Scarcely had we rounded 
Black Rock Point when the lookout reported a dark 
object resembling the Strathcona, off Aulazevik Island. 
Sir Wilfred had expressed the intention of coming 
north in her to join us, but with all the demands upon 
him we had scarcely dared hope we should actually see 
him. Soon the approaching boat was identified positively 
as the Strathcona, and a few minutes later she turned 
around and headed south within hailing distance. They 
had brought us five barrels of fuel oil, which eased our 
minds enormously concerning the problem of reaching 
Newfoundland on time. Presently Sir Wilfred came 
aboard the Ramah to talk things over. He had been 
searching for us in all the fiords from N achvak north, 
especially in Ryan's Bay, where he had learned from the 
Eskimos that we had sailed north, and now with the 
coal and wood in his bunkers nearly exhausted, he was 
quite ready to turn south again. Together we cruised 
along the coast past Ryan's Bay and the Iron Strand 
into Seaplane Cove, where at 3 :30 we anchored to-
gether off the dark-room. 
There we found a note from Bonnick stating that 
they were starting to fly south on August 13th. There 
was also a large package of prints which he had made 
of the photographs taken from the air. Even more 
welcome was a package of mail. Brownell had flown the 
Waco to N ain, refueled there, returned north, stopping 
at Hebron for our mail, and had brought it to Seaplane 
Cove. The afternoon was occupied with dismantling 
the tide gauge, watering ship, picking up the gear left 
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by the campers, and the anchors to which the planes 
had been moored. A visit to an abandoned Eskimo igloo 
with Sir Wilfred resulted in finding some of their im-
plements- a strange mixture of primitive stoneware 
and crude adaptations of scrap iron picked up from 
white men. 
On August 16th we left our familiar base for good. 
The dark-room, still standing when we left, was soon 
demolished by the Strathcona's crew, for nothing as 
combustible could go to waste with her bunkers in their 
depleted state. A final geological excursion delayed our 
start till the afternoon, and a head wind off Cape White 
Handkerchief slowed our progress. Rounding that im-
pressive headland, we steered for a harbor which our 
aerial photographs had revealed, tucked away under 
the shadow of Mt. Razorback, beneath its northern face, 
some five miles northeast of the entrance to N achvak 
Fiord. This harbor is not shown on the chart, nor men-
tioned in the Pilot book, but close study of our photo-
graphs satisfied us that it would afford a fairly sheltered 
anchorage near its head. It was not until after 9 o'clock, 
in the deepening twilight, that we reached the mouth 
of Razorback Harbor. At the entrance we found a 
6-fathom bar, but inside this the water was deeper, and 
the bar served to impede the ground swell and make a 
better shelter within. 
Next morning Odell and Morris climbed the steep 
crags of Razorback and followed its sensational, jagged 
ridge westward to Nachvak Fiord. The summit, though 
3600 feet high, rose so steeply above us that with 
binoculars we could see the two men from the Ramah's 
deck, and even hear them when they shouted. 
Mter lunch, we set out under power in a dead calm 
for N achvak, and threaded our way between sinister-
looking reefs, which weren't really bad, for they were 
clearly visible, and the water between them was deep. 
Of all the fiords in Labrador, N achvak is the most 
noted for its scenery, and a cruise in that region is not 
complete without a visit there. Late in the afternoon we 
entered the fiord and anchored in Skynner Cove beside 
the Strathcona, she having come direct from Kangal-
aksiorvik that morning. We left the dory on the beach 
for Odell and Morris. Scrambling down from Mt. 
Razorback they encountered some crags and chasms in 
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the dark, which to less expert mountaineers would have 
been formidable even in the daylight. It was nearly 
midnight when they ended our suspense by rowing out 
to the Ramah. 
August 18th began with a flat calm which made a 
perfect mirror of the fiord. Odell wished to settle a point 
under dispute between previous visiting geologists, 
which called for an excursion some ten miles up the 
fiord. Encouraged by the fresh supply of oil brought us 
on the Strathcona, we proceeded west under power, and 
Odell, notwithstanding his tremendous day of moun-
taineering on Razorback, made a three-hour hike over 
the controversial terrain, settled the dispute, and was 
aboard again by 12:30 to resume the homeward journey. 
Encountering a head wind, we had to content ourselves 
with making Rowsell Harbor for the night. 
The next day was foggy, but we had enough data from 
our north-bound voyage to lay a straight course for the 
Muzzle and to pick it up where we expected. From 
there we simply followed the bold coast to Saglek Bay. 
A few helpful gaps in the fog enabled us to find our 
rendezvous with the Strathcona at John's Harbor be-
tween two islands laying west of Kikkertaksoak, the 
big island in the mouth of the bay. 
Next morning we made an early start in company 
with the Strathcona, and ran out of Saglek Bay under 
power, for it was a flat calm. At 10:00 A.M. we reached 
Hebron, and a novel sight it was to see motor boats, 
houses and a whole settlement of Eskimos and their 
howling dogs. That afternoon we were on our way again, 
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having stocked up with flour and potatoes. The calm 
persisted, and we had to use our engine all the way. The 
Strathcona, with a knot more speed, went ahead to lead 
the way to an anchorage in a cove on the east side of 
Mugford Tickle. We reached the tickle after dark, and 
finding the Strathcona's light, came close in to the craggy 
shore. The anchorage in this cove is almost unsurpassed 
for scenery, but it has its drawbacks; coming as close 
to the shore as we dared, we were still obliged to anchor 
in 27 fathoms. Another light shone beside the Strath-
cona's; it was the riding light of the northernmost of the 
fishing schooners on the coast, the Modern Flapper, by 
name. When the catch is poor farther south, the fisher-
men are said to cruise as far north as Ryan's Bay, but the 
cod were so abundant in 1931 that none sailed north of 
Cape Mugford. 
August 21st was devoted to field work for the moun-
taineers. Odell and Abbe, in July, found the Kau-
majets such a rich field for research that their appetite 
was whetted for more, and short as our time was getting, 
we allowed a full day for exploration. The Bishop's 
Mitre was their central objective, and to reach it they 
had to be sent six miles along the shore to a landing 
place. Our 16-foot boat had broken down hopelessly, 
and nothing fit for the trip was left but the outboard 
motor boat. With one man she would do about fifteen 
knots; with four men, about four knots. About sun-
set she was despatched to get the mountaineers. When 
four hours had passed without a sign of them, we be-
gan to worry. At 11:10 P.M. they returned, thoroughly 
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drenched, having encountered a squall which kicked up 
so steep a chop that the little boat shipped green water. 
It was a vast relief to see them aboard - a relief en-
hanced by the fact that this was the last of their noc-
turnal ramblings. It was a grand conclusion to their ex-
ploits, for they had climbed both peaks of the Bishop's 
Mitre- a mountain none had climbed before. 
Next morning we heaved up the 35 long fathoms of 
chain and started south at 5:45A.M., with the Strathcona 
again leading the way, this time through an inland 
passage between the islands to Port Manvers. A calcu-
lation now showed that our fuel shortage was acute, in 
spite of what the Strathcona hap brought us. Calms and 
head winds had eaten into our supply, till we estimated 
that without wind we should run out of oil 50 miles short 
of Hopedale. Some of our oil might have reached Nain, 
but we could not count on finding any short of Hope-
dale. We could not afford to wait for wind, as now our 
time for reaching Corner Brook, where Odell was due to 
catch his train for St. Johns on September 2nd, was too 
short to allow any tarrying. For three hours the morning 
calm continued, and we burned our oil, driving south 
through the islands. At last a light southwest wind 
sprang up, and we hoisted sail. The wind was almost 
dead ahead, but our fuel shortage was even more acute 
than our shortage of time; so we stopped the engine 
and beat slowly to windward through a succession of 
beautifully sheltered bays, the Strathcona forging farther 
ahead till she disappeared among the islands. By three 
o'clock we were still far from Port Manvers, and it was 
evident that to reach the harbor entrance before dark 
we must use our engine. Again we began cutting into our 
dwindling reserve; and now we had a question of tech-
nique to face. With a light head wind, is it quicker to 
haul down sail and head straight into it under power, 
or to beat to windward, helping the sails with power? 
The answer must depend on the wind, the sea, the boat 
and the engine. In our case, the boat would sail to 
windward best in about nine points, without power; but 
with the engine we were able to trim the sails fiat and 
keep them full and helping in about six points (three 
points off the wind), and although we were not unani-
mous on this point, I believe we made our best progress 
to windward this way. 
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At 8:30, in a clear twilight, we rounded the breaking 
reefs at the entrance to Port Manvers, still visible 
against the orange afterglow, and slacked our sheets for 
the wind-a-beam run up the harbor. Soon the wind died, 
and we hauled down our sails and ran up the harbor 
under power, searching the shore to st arboard for the 
Strathcona's riding light, but no light did we see. It was 
pitch dark when we felt our way inshore with the lead 
to our old anchorage by the cascade. 
Next morning we found the harbor glistening in 
bright, warm sunshine, and all along the shore were fir 
trees, deliciously fragrant in the warm sun. We had 
neither seen nor smelled anything like it for more than 
five weeks, and the effect was exhilarating. The Strath-
cona was nowhere in sight, and we concluded that she had 
probably gone ahead through Port Manvers Run, and 
that we should meet her at Nain. At 7:30 we started and 
were favored by a northwest wind, which gave us the 
finest kind of sailing through this matchless passage. 
At 1:50 we dropped anchor at Nain, with oil enough left 
in our tanks for about 30 miles, and Hopedale still 100 
miles away. To our dismay 
we learned that the Kyle had 
brought us gasoline for the 
planes, no longer needed now, 
but not a drop of oil. There 
was kerosene for sale, and we 
bought 25 gallons, which was 
as much as Smith dared mix 
with our oil, for fear of up-
setting the digestion of the 
engine. This increased our 
cruising radius another fif-
teen miles or so, but left u s 
with the prospect of being 
becalmed without fuel, still 
many miles from Hopedale. 
The Strathcona had not 
come, but we could not wait 
for her and left our farewell 
messages with the mission-
ary. Cutting our visit short, 
we started on, but in less t h an 
an hour the wind died and forced us to use the engine 
again. At quarter of eight we dropped anchor for the 
night in a beautiful cove called Itikaut. Next morning 
a breeze enabled us to sail once more. At noon, just as 
we were rounding the point of Tunungayualuk, a strong, 
hot, west wind sprang up and sent us tearing thr.ough 
Tom Gear's Run at nine knots- a speed that we had 
almost forgotten existed. At the Rattle, which leads to 
Davis Inlet, we had to head straight into the wind, 
which drew through that narrow passage with gale force. 
It was too narrow to beat, and even with a fair tide we 
had to run the engine full speed to drive the boat against 
the wild blast of hot air, which kept the sails flapping 
violently. It was only for a minute, and then we 
rounded the point and under sail alone tore through 
Davis Inlet at a tremendous pace. The wind held fairly 
fresh till we reached a sheltered cove by the west end of 
Shoal Tickle where we anchored for the night. The land 
breeze was so warm that all hands sat out on deck in the 
twilight in shirt-sleeves. At 10:30 P.M., with start ling 
suddenness, a cold northeast wind struck in from the sea, 
and next morning it was 
bringing in low drizzly clouds, 
which settled down on the 
water during the forenoon. 
'Shoal Tickle was about the 
trickiest passage of the voy-
age. But with Grenfell's ca re-
ful sketch map, MacMillan's 
ranges, a masthead lookout, 
and a Magoun kite towed 
from the bowsprit, we went 
through without mishap. The 
nort heast wind, although it 
brought moldy looking 
weather, took us to Hope-
dale, running free, and at one 
o ' clock we dropped anchor 
t here with 25 gallons of oil 
left in our t anks ; and thus 
ended a long period of sus-
pense. 
(Con tinued on p age 86) 
The Waco biplane at Komaktorvik Lake, where the base for the camping party was established. 
Top. Cape White Handkerchief is an impressive headland 
